ONLY A STRONG Aiyi ERICA CAN PREVENT 

DEC. 




An Amazing Invention -"Magic Art Reproducer' 

DRAW The First Day bsbst 

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE- 
Like An Artisf . . . Even if You CAN'T DRAW A Straight Line! 

Anyone con Draw Wlfh This 
Amazing New Invention— , 

Instantly! At; 

Jm 




NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept. 7112 
296 Broadway, New York 7, M. Y. 
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SS£»?£ WMT e V E*™E~FKKNDAmFa>AUItE- TO KNOW THEUTTeF 
DEVASTATION THAT ANOTHER WAR WILL BRING TO ALL, THE JUST AS WELL " S THE 
Z?iL„ ? EH0PE TH *TALL WHO READ THIS MAGAZINE md THINkTbOVT ThJs- 
AND PRAY THAT WHAT YOU SEE HERE W/LL NEVER HAPPEN. *,7.£L 





THE ttOXTHEXN rir OF 

6XEENLAND DWINDLED INTO THE 
HORIZON AS 7*C AHMAD* FOXUEIk 



RANSHAW TO RILEY AND SHROVE! 
WE HEAD NORTH, NORTHEAST 
TILL WE REACH THE POLE / 
ALLOW FOR MAGNETIC DEFLECTION 
FROM THERE ITS SOUTH, SOUTH- 
WEST AT THIRTY THOUSAND " 
^FEET. AIR SPEED FOUR- 
|_NINE - / 




BOtmS LATEX, AS THE 
WSSED SJBEHtAH COAST APPEAXEB.. 

r OXYGEN UP TWO POINTS/ 
GUNNERS TEST YOUR WEAPONS^ 
WE'RE HEARING ENEMY -^ 

^TERRITORY / 





Rick statue summoned mis last ksmaihins 




Seconds *rret> the huge bow srwex the 
atpmu. city of tm cqhmuhst world. 




WHAT KIND CF CEVILISI 

THINS WERE WE f A-BOMB. WE DROPPED 

CARRYING, RANSHAW? f THE FIRST HYDROGEN 
THAT WASN'T AN 
A-BOMB/ IT... IT'S 
A HUNDRED TIMES 
MORE POWERFUL? 




A.S THE LONE BOHBEn LIMPED TOWARD 



TURKEY. . 



EVERYTHING I 
SMASHED BACI 
THERE, SIR; MY 
GUNS ARE OUT? 
IS THERE ANYWAY, 
I CAN HELP 



'OUR FRONT TURRET IS ^S 

' RIPPED OPEN AHD THE GUNNER 

IS DEAD. SEE WHAT YOU CAN 

•THERE ( ONE MI6 IS . 

STILL TRYING TO MAKE 




POVACX EXERTED SUPERHUMAN EFFORT. . . 
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CAN'T MISS/ 60T 
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Qf ALL THE FAR-FLUNG OUTPOSTS OF THE UNITED 
STATES ARMED FORCES, ALASKA WAS THE ROUGHEST. 
BLEAK, LONELY, RIPPED BY BUZZARDS AND FROZEN By 
SUB-ZERO TEMPERATURES, /TS NICKNAME •-'THE ICEBOX'- 
GIVEN IT BY THE G.I.'S STATIONED THERE, WAS WELL 
DESERVED, ATA STRATEGIC ARMY BASE AND JET 
FIGHTER FIELD NEAR SEHHRD, THE SEVENTY' THIRD 
MOUNTAIN REGIMENT WAS ON A TWENTY-FOUR HOUR 
ALERT SINCE THE SNEAK ATTACK ON AMERICAN CITIES. 
, COLONEL RAUL mCOBB PUSHED HIS MEN TO TJ£ LIMT, 
KEADYIHB THnt FOR ANT EMERGENCY. , . 



GUS, I CAN'T TAKE 
THIS GAFF Mil MORE/ 
I'M SEEING THE OLD 

NAN ABOUT A 
TRANSFER/ 



COMIIf WITH ' 
/ I DON'T CARE 
HAPPENS — 
ANYTH«G TO GET 




Mr M&OaUAffTFRS. . . I / HOT THIS TIME 

COLONEL/WE CAME 
TO REQUEST 



WE WANT TO 6ET0FFTHEICE/ 

WEVE BEEN IN DEEP FREEZE 

FOR TWENTY-TWO MONTHS 

WE DON'T FEEL HUNAI 

MORE/ 




it may mean a court - 

martibl going over the 
colonel's head, but to 
we it's worth a t* 





THt MtCD THEY*V| «0T 

thousands or wen 

AGAINST U» AUtCAOTf 
I'LL NEVER BE ABLI 
TO HOLD 'EM / 





JWHY'ftE TriEY ATTACKING ^B 


f ALASKA 


COLONS 
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HIGHWAY/ THENTHEYCAN 1 








SEAL OFF ALASKA AND USE JSB 








IT AS A BASE FOR ROUND- jBB 
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( LOOK AT 'EM COME- 
POURING IN LIKE THE JAP 

BANZAI WAVE5 / 





USING THE NEW ATOMIC HAND GRENADES, THE FRONT 
L INS DEFENDERS t£W OFF T HE RUSSIAN INVAtXm FO* 
SEVERAL HOURS . THEM. . 1*/ l ^ „ „ njm ^ tm ' 

THAT'S THE LAST OF THE \f BROUGHT TANKS Uf. . 
ATOMIC AMMO WE CAN'T 
HOLD 'EM BACK ANY 
LONGER. WE'LL HAVE TO 
FALL BACK TO 
PASS' 




At kluha r*ss 



•LAKE, THE REDS HAVE 
TO COME THROUGH THIS PAbS 
AFTER US/ YOU AW ANDREWS 
TAKE TOUR BEST MEM AMD HOLD 
'EM OFF HERE A5 LONG AS YOU 
CAN/ I'VE GOT TO REGROUP AND. 
DtG IN BEYOND THE PASS 



TM£ *tAH SIM MO WMB DeSHtMATetr 
AtAtoSr rime . . . \* ~,y wf've hfvew used 




A FEW MINLfTES LATER ..WITH COL ONEL AKCOBB. 
f O.K., THEY'RE MY 

M£Nl> BLAKE, MY 

FIELDGLASSES AREN'T 

LYING, ARE THEY ? I 

SAW A WHOLE DIVISION 
OK THE HOVE / 




WE "RE SO INC 
WTftE SOKNA 
REDS 019*1 
^ARCTIC OC 


SACK NOW/ 1 
DUMP THOSE J 
«TO FHE J[ 
EAN Ifir \ 


/ YEAH, WHEW THEY 

SAID ED OUR ICCBOJ, 

no oidnt know rr 

HAD A BEAD TRAP 
*"T. IN IT / — 
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THE SPY FROM CONEY ISLAND! 



This b ftr Murphy yeCed. There had been a 
toad aide, and flames spurted along the wings of 
twt Atomizer, the first atom-power plane to he flown 
in the 3rd World War. 

Below there was * vast expanse of snow, desolate 
Ud deserted, as only Russian Siberia can be. At 
least we though; it was deserted, as we made our 
routine flight, patrolling from Alaska to the very 
northern tip of Russia. 

Here were two men in the plane beside myself — 
Murphy and Jones. Hie three of. us ran toward the 
plane door and pushed the lever, the door swung 
open, we leaped into the frigid air. It wasn't a mo- 
ment too soon. The ship exploded and fell past us 
in tiny fragments. Despite the cold, I was drenched 
in sweat. 

Directly below us were a dump of trees. They 
were our only hope. Somewhere in this lost world 
was a sniper, just waiting for us to fall at his feet. 

Thank God for the new parachutes that could be 
directed in all weathers and atmospheres, in icy, 
northern blasts or tropical, windless heat. We landed 
almost on top of one another, and spurted for the 
trees. A bullet struck my helmet with a poing, and 
with such force that I almost fell to my knees as the 
helmet fell off and rolled before me. 

The other men's helmets joined mine. The as- 
tonishment on our faces might have been funny, if 
the situation hadn't been so serious. We dove simul- 
taneously into the same clump of prickly bushes. 

For a moment all we could do was lie in the snow 
«nd gasp. I dosed my eyes to overcome the dizziness. 
When I opened them again, I almost believed that 
I was dead. I saw two shapely legs, and as I followed 
them upwards, a woman's figure, and then what I 
thought was the most beautiful face I had ever seen! 
Under the fur-lined parka, black hair encircled a 
perfect face. Black eyes, cold and calculating, stared 
back at me, but what 1 didn't like was the gun she 
hdd in her steady hands. 

"'Americans?" The tone was crisp. 

It was obvious, 1 thought, that we were. We wore 
the regulation green jet suits of the U. S. Airforce. 

Our captor's English was almost perfect, except for 
the trace of an accent. Somewhere I had heard that 
accent before. But where? 

"Get up and follow me." Two rough looking Rus- 
sian aoldicrs joined her. She waved the gun imperi- 
ously 

*'• tramped through the snow, toward a small 

hatrau We saw the long barrels of huge, 

11 i gum glinting behind the balastrade. I 

I thought of what a nervous trigger 

:rtos* guns. 



I was glad when we finally entered single file 
through the gate and into the building itself. I cant 
say we were exactly ushered into a large drawing 
room. Rather, we were pushed with the muzzle* of 
the Russians' jet guns. We did not argae with them. 

We entered a room of the period of 1940 or '50. 
Tall, stolid Russians stood all around it, protecting 
a man who sat at a long refractory table. 

"Here they are, comrade. Spies, caught flying over 
Russian territory, trying to learn the secrets of the 
Soviet." The girl's voice still held that familiar 
accent. 

"They will never do that again, I'm afraid." The 
stolid Russian behind the desk, smiled slightly, not 
the smile made me feel cold in the pit of my stom- 
ach. "Let us find out what they wanted to see. Per- 
haps we can give them a sight-seeing tour. You've 
done well, Comrade. The Kremlin will be very 
happy." 

My blood began to roar in toy ears. This was the 
enemy. I hated them with the same ferocity that I 
knew the other two men did. But wt wouldn't let 
them try anything without a good old Irish fight. 

I begin to hum. It was a signal to Murphy and 
Jones. Simultaneously, we separated, swinging around 
to face the guards. It was an old football trick, but 
it worked. Our tackles knocked down three of the 
Russians before they could get out their guns. 

I let out a whoop and swung. I didn't have time 
to see what was happening to my buddies. All I 
wanted suddenly was to strike at that face across 
the desk. That face! Where had I seen it before? 
The fury at being unable to remember aroused such 
power in my swing that with one blow I sent the 
Russian spinning to the Boor. Blood flowed from his 
mouth. 

Then, stars fled across my eyes and blackness 
crushed down on me. I heard Murphy give a yell, 
before I went out. . . 

It was someplace very dark where I awoke. Beside 
me, on the cold stone floor, sprawled Murphy and 
Jones. They grinned at me sheepishly. 

This is one heck of a show, ain't it?" Murphy 
croaked. "A dame gets hold of us, and here we arc 
in a Russian dink. Tomorrow it's probably the firing 
squad." 

"Yeah! Finnigan, what's the score now?" Jones 
groaned as he held his aching head. 

I. didn't know what the score was. But I did know 
it wasn't good. Meanwhile there was something 
bothering me in the back of my addled head. 

Suddenly, there was a sound outside the iron door. 
A key scraped in the lock. A tall figure, domed in 



the inevitable parka of the frozen Siberian wastes, 
appealed and beckoned. 

"Come. The master wants to see you." 

"Nuts to your toaster. If he wants us, tell him to 
come and get us!" Murphy's brogue was becoming 
stronger. I could tell that he was redly mad. 

Three guards answered the piercing whistle. 
Strong, ironlike fingers gripped our arms and we 
left the floor abruptly, not through our own will. 
We were marched roughly through what seemed like 
miles of cold stone corridors. Then, abruptly, we 
were Out in the bitter ky winds. It was pitch blade 
outside. My teeth began to chatter. 

Murphy and Jones limped beside me. "They don't 
ewwt wait until morning to shoot you!" 

Then, only the single tall figure remained. The 
three guards had left, but I knew they were lucking 
somewhere nearby, ready to clout us if we tried 
anything. 

We were led into a small hut. Two people stood 
talking before the fire. Both of them earned gum. 
I stared. One of them was the girl. She was still 
beautiful to me, even thc^igh she was the enemy. The 
man I had hit w.as beside her. A beauty of a mouse 
had purred up his eye. I'd done that, at least! 

The two of them waved simultaneously to the tall 
r, indicating that he should leave and wait out- 



ST' 



'Now, sirs, I'm afraid this will be a most unpleas- 
ant duty. Of course, you know, we'll have to kill you. ■ 
Spies . . . what unpleasant people to deal with . . . 
so very tricky. You there, with the red hair. You 
recognized me, didn't you?" 

I snarled a "yes" bade at this arrogant Russian. 
As for the girl ... she just laughed. That laugh! 
That did it. I lunged once again toward the man. 
The rrirl I wouldn't touch, but that man! 

The gun came up in his hands and I felt the 
sharp twing of pain as the bullet grazed my arm. 
I stepped back under the impact dizzily. 

"Stop it, Finnigan. It won't do any good. Don't 

worry. 't ma? °* U P* ' or "*• **"* don ' ior ^ "^ 
these two ... two so-and-sos will get theirs too." 
Murphy spoke quietly. 

Then we heard the sound of a plane landing out- 
side. It was coming in on the snow in the field 
alongside the hut. Moments later, the rapping of 
knuckles sounded on the door. 

"Come in, comrade." 

A tall, burly-looking man entered. He was the 
plane's pilot 

The Russian kept on speaking. "Here are the three 
men you are to take in the plane. You know where 
tb go." He turned toward us, bowing. "You see 
gentlemen, we have no fadlities for taking care of 
spies here. You will be sent elsewhere. This place 
is an administrative post, not a firing squad. You 
will go with him." 



He turned to the pilot again. "Thank you, com- 
rade for this help." 

The pilot only grunted. He waved his gun in our 
direction. We knew that outside the three guards 
were waiting. We hesitated no longer. My head still 
ached from their agile blackjacks. 

We followed the pilot out the door. A long, sleek 
plane sat on a runway of ice in the snow. The offidal 
who had questioned us followed, and as we boatded 
the plane he handed the pilot a long envelope. 

"Here are your orders, Comrade, Be sure to follow 
them carefully." , 

There were two guards inside the plane, which 
was a transport ship for carrying troops. They also 
carried guns. The guard on my left took the envelope 
from the pilot and nodded to him. 
"We'll handle these kids okay, Butch!" 
Murphy, Jones and I stared. That was American 
gab! 

As the plane took off'and turned north, an en- 
velope was handed to me, a long fat envelope. I 
tote it open. Inside was another envelope and vari- 
ous papers. On the other envelope was scribbled, 
"For the tough red-headed guy.'" 

I started to read it aloud. "To three Americans: 
Please deliver these papers to the Pentagon in Wash- 
ington. I know you're puzzled, but you ll understand 
why this is all so secretive. You are being flown to 
Washington, D. C. right now. These papers contain 
valuable bombing military secrets. Do not read them, 
just follow the man who'll meet you at the plane. 
And, incidentally, red-head, my father and I want 
yon to stop off when you get bade to New York and 
go to Coney Island. That accent you heard when I 
was talking was just pure Brooklynese. When you 
get to Coney Island you'll meet people who'll ex- 
plain all this to you." 

The note was signed, "Brooklyn and her Dad." 
An icy chill ran up and down my spine. I didn't 
have to go to Coney Island. 1 remembered the mart 
now. He was a valuable American spy. We bad been 
briefed to 'help him. And his daughter ... she and 
her dad had run a shooting gallery on the board- 
walk. No wonder our helmets flew off when she 
toted that gun! 

Murphy and Jones looked limp. I put my head 
on my hand. I'd be at Coney Island all right I'd 
wait there forever. The pilot looked back and 
grinned at me. 

"It's okay now, boys. We're over the Bering 
Straights. When 1 leave you off at Washington, I'm 
coming back for the prof and his gal. She'll be in 
Washington before you know it." 

I looked out the window and waved my hand 
toward the south. 

"So long. Brooklyn. I'll be waiting fot you at the 
leer is wheel!" 



Despite rne 

BLASTING FIRS, THE 
flEDS SENSED THE 
WEAKNESS OF THE 
U.N, POSITION 
AND ATTACKED 
THE CASTLM 
MAM. 





I THOUGHT I WIS/ « PULLED 
SEEING GHOSTS/ J A FAST SNEAK, 
■WW THE DEVIL P SIR/HOW'S 
Dip YOU GET if THE SITUATION, 
OUT OF THAT 

CASTLE . 



fHE DOESN'T SEE HE YET BUT HE'S COH 
RIGHT TOVftRD HE ( I'LL HAVE T" 





JVr two not moved to theiast mioge, 
ftjrwo th e explosives. Am began to uove 

■^JUET IN TIME/)/ DIVE FOR THE 
THEY'RE BEGINNING TO *(BOTTO»l/LF THAT 



BLACKHEADS 
"PETJjATE" 

Say Men, Girls 
in Choosing Date 
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"He-Man" Often Guilty 
of Blockhead Crime 



Even Cute Girls 

Become Careless 



TAKE THESE TIPS TO 
BANISH BLACKHEADS 

Keep 5km clean by washing: morning 
,nd ninht with -arm. almost hoi. 
»ater. [fee good soap and plenty of 

E«tract every 




Boys k 0iis, here 
entirely different! How,.; 
own — riqhl in your 



EVERYTHING 
YOU NEED 

You gel all theie items 
— jou don' I need any- 
thing else. Plenty o! 
Magic gran seeds . . . 
Magic soil. Lovely ilow- 
■i weds . . . Practical. 



Bright colored- metal 
butlerfliet. Little Dutch 
boy and girl . . . Ameri- 



■ . ■ simulated rocki 
Cute ceramic doq . . 
Many other excitin 



plant your sell in a lew minutes. 
Grow real grass and flowers in 
just a lew days! You'll lhrtD lo 
the magic ol Mother Nature as 
you watch the grass sprout and 
the flowers lake root and grow 
right belore your eyes. In no 
lime si all you'll have a color- 
ful, healthy garden — and what a 
kick youll get playing gardener, 
cutting the grass, watering the 
plants, and tending the lovely 
sweel-imelling flowers. You can. 
eren clip a beautiful bunch ol 
flowers for mom. or friend. All 
your friends will wonder how 
you were able to make things 
grow— They'll all wont you lo 
show them how! aw 





Winter- Summer, 

Spring or fall £-_-, 
Grow grosses green V V 
and flowers tall. 

Over a hundred squi 
garden — Special wishing pool in 
the center — An American flag and 
pole — Two attractive butterflies 
thai look like they're flying — Your 
own container. Just look al the list! 

For Boys and Girls 
of All Ago* 

Here's a beauHiul garden all your 
own for just a single dollar bill 
You'll have hours of fun. Youll sur- 
prise your family and friend, with 

I! you ate not 100% del 

this Garden lust tend I 

will refund the hill rx 

al once. Hush Coupon n 
■ ■RUSH COUPON NOW! mm ni 
H»n*r Howie Products Corp. Pestt. 12 
836 Iroodwoy. New York J, N. T. 

Rush my Magic Dutch Rock Gardens o 
for only SI. 00. If I am not completely ■ 
1 may return It for prompt refund of ti " 













D Send C.O.D. 111 pay postman SI pita • 

cents postage. 
□ I enclose 11.00 for ray garden You 

postage. Same money beck guarantee. 
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